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it was hit by two shells. The explosions did nothing more than blow him into the roadway causing him to dislocate a shoulder.
Sharing the shell-hole was a lean and saturnine American reporter called Kennedy who stared inscrutably at the world through thick glasses. He was working for the Associated Press, and, as an American agency man, this was a critical moment for him. It was a supreme chance for a beat or for being beaten. His chief rival was a bulky Bohemian named Packard, of the United Press, who defied .gravity by heaving his amiable, sometimes feverish figure round the battlefields at incredible speeds. He was often accompanied by his wife Eleanor, who somehow, despite all " tut-tutting" about women correspondents in the field, always managed to be in the forefront of battle and was, in my experience, braver and hardier than most men. I called her Pistol Packard mamma.
In passing, I must add that women correspondents, who were generally discouraged because they increased accommodation problems in awkward places, accomplished marvels. Sometimes the courtesy of British or American generals gave the women an advantage. More often, owing to the feeling among Public Relations officers that their responsibilities were needlessly increased, the women had to face more difficulties than men.
Despite all this, elegant Rita Hume, an American agency reporter, was one of the first in Rome. I almost wrote "the first," but there are so many claimants for this singular honour, including the Packards, that I dared not.
Anyway, seated that day in the shell-hole I was weary and ill at ease, as my fingers wandered idly over the typewriter's keys. It was not a note of music that brought happy release, but a long enduring silence. The shelling had stopped. Kennedy, with deliberation, reared his lanky form. I now regretted bitterly that I had no vehicle, but on the spur of the moment begged a lift from Kennedy. He was intent on getting a quick story back to New York and was obviously none too keen on encumbering his jeep with lost Englishmen. However, Americans are far more generouserything, even the privilege of being shot at by the Hun.sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
